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newspaper-man and his strange faculty for finding

out the new arrivals in his country that I was not

surprised that he should have found out mine within

half-an-hour of my setting foot in Seattle.   I was

rather tired and hardly in a mood to see any one that

night, still, as the opportunity presented of meeting

one of the famous fraternity was too good to be

missed, I asked Mr. Jones of The Post Intelligencer

not to put himself to the trouble of coming up as I

would myself go down to him if he would only be

good enough to wait a couple of minutes for me.

Mr. Jones consenting, I went down and was looking

out for the mysterious gentleman when a brisk

young man stepped up, apparently from nowhere,

extended his hand and affably said, " Mr. Jones of

The Post Intelligencer; Mr. Wadia, I guess." I bowed

in acknowledgment.  Mr. Jones thereupon took me

to the mezzanine-floor up the main lounge and we

were hardly seated when he took out his note-book

and poured into me a regular fusillade of questions:

Where I lived, who I wasr, what I had done, what I

thought of the War, what were the feelings in India

about the War, how America impressed me, how its

people, its buildings, its laws, its newspapers, who

were the Parsees, how many were they, what was

their religion.  To the last question I answered we

were the followers of Zoroaster.  " Er . . . how do

you spell Zer . . . Zor . . /' I at once came to his

rescue, upon which he put me the further query,

" I guess he no longer lives."  " That I am sorry to

say," I replied, " is only too true.  He died a little